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voices, which he could already hear, rose with passion.
He had never known them to behave like this before*
For the first time his authority was being challenged. He
therefore ordered the guard at the level crossing not
to allow the people to pass. "Not under any circum-
stances," he stated emphatically.
That was his order.
The crowd reached the level crossing. Like a mad
people they shouted, their voices straining to shout
louder. Then a hushed silence fell, for the guard had
fired. The voice of authority had spoken.
There were several wounded. Two were killed.
The people did not venture beyond the level crossing.
They gathered their dead and wounded and carried
them back to the city.
But their anger rose. They thirsted for revenge. On
their return to the city they laid hands on the first
Englishman they found and killed him. It was a brutal,
ghastly murder, an outlet for their revenge. Five other
Englishmen were picked up at random and killed.
By evening the people had become mad. They set fire
to buildings. They burned a bank and a railway shed.
In the confusion that reigned, an Englishwoman, Miss
Sherwood, wTas knocked off her bicycle.
General Dyer proclaimed martial law in Amritsar
the next day. Processions were banned. A curfew was
enforced. No more than two persons were permitted
on the sidewalks in the day and after dusk no one was
allowed out. Gas and electricity were cut off, leaving
the town in complete darkness.
A public platform was erected for whipping.
"Whipping?" Maiji asked, as without murmur she
listened to the story of Amritsar that day. "You mean
whipping the people?"